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Three Days 


Author's Notes: 
This started life as a |00-word drabble for the \"Yesterday\" prompt, and then Heather said: 


Makes me want to add a supplemental prompt of \"tfoday.\" 
And \"tomorrow.\" 
And \"also, next Tuesday. \" 


| haven\'t managed next Tuesday, but | had fun playing! 


Yesterday 
Yesterday James fucked Jason through the mattress. 


The evidence is right there, sprawled across more than anyore's fair share of bed, curls fucking everywhere 


and lips swollen by bites and hard kisses. 


Drunk on applause, beer, Jager, then on each other, they'd rattled off a few walls before fumbling their way 
into bed. Anything flat would've done--just as long as Jason kept making those frantic little noises. 


James rubs his thumb over Jason's lips, grinning when Jason sleepily sucks it into his mouth. 
Yesterday James fucked Jason through the mattress and today he's going to do it all over again 


Today 


Today Jason wakes to the low growl of James's voice dripping filth into his ear, possessive hands roaming 


freely over his body. He aches, but that doesn't stop him from welcoming James closer. 


He can't see much beyond white linen or the back or his own eyelids with James sucking new bruises to his 


neck, so he sees with his fingers and his mouth instead. 


His world narrows down to James's cock driving into him, hard body plastered over his, James's voice hot in 


his ear, before strong white teeth clamp down on his shoulder and he's seeing white again 

Tomorrow 

It turns out knowing that James's breath catches when you bite behind his ear, hell. knowing what he looks like 
when he comes, doesn't make a lick of difference when you're fighting too hard, too often, to want to do 
anything else but hit. 

Everything will be different tomorrow, and that's the only reason why he's pulling his punches, in all respects. 
Letting punches turn to caresses, using his mouth to do more than shout. He's trying to turn back the clock, 


turn the bitterness back into something more tender, maybe make one last good memory. 


He's still leaving tomorrow. 


